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It was a hazy summer day in Felixstowe and the children were 
busy making their way to school. Mrs Peacock had arranged the 
classroom especially for todays task. 


The children began arriving at Grange Primary, hanging up 
their coats, and putting their bags away. Once they had all arrived 
in the classroom, Mrs Peacock addressed them. 


‘Good morning children!’ I’d like to start today with a little 
exercise, not that kind of exercise, but I think it will be fun!’ 


‘Td like you to all sit in groups of five, in a circle, girls and boys, 
and when I say so Pd like you to tell each other about your best 
friend and why they are your best friend, is that OK?’ 


‘Yes Mrs Peacock, said the chorus of children from class 2b’ And 
they dutifully sat in circles ready to talk. 


‘OK now that we are all settled, please go ahead and talk to each 
other’ 


There were several circles sat on the large carpet of classroom 
2b, let’s focus in on one special circle. 


The children sat a little awkwardly, looking at each other, 
wondering who wants to go first? Then suddenly a little boy called 
Prakash put his hand up and speaks. 

‘My best friend is called Tim’.... 


When we are at school, Tim is funny and he pull’s faces and he 
say’s things that make me laugh. 


He is silly, I like him but when I go to his house, sometimes his 
dad drinks beer and he shouts at Tim because his school marks are 
not good, we play on his computer and I think his dad wants us to 
work, but we do enough of that at school, we want to play games. 


When his dad shouts at him, Tim gets sad. He’s not like he is at 
school. Sometimes his dad isn’t there, and we have fun. Then Tim is 
in a good mood, and we play, Tim’s’ mum is nice. She makes us 
food, but sometimes his dad shouts at her too and she goes off and 
slams a door. 


I don’t know what’s wrong with Tim’s dad, he is unhappy. I feel 
bad for Tim, he’s not even good at school, but he seems happy 
while he’s there, but at home he is more quiet. 


I don’t think he likes his dad very much. 


Kaede says, my friend is called Charlotte. She’s very clever, she 
get’s the best grades in Science and Maths, I wish I could be like 
her. 


I struggle with Maths, and she often makes fun of me. She 
sometimes calls me stupid. I am better with words, but I want to be 
a scientist when I grow up. 


Charlotte will easily be a scientist. Mr’s Peacock says I’m 
dyslexic with numbers, I don’t know what that means. Charlotte is a 
bit of a show off, when I go over to her house to do homework, she 
tests me. 


Of course, she always gets it right, she seems to like making me 
feel stupid. 


Everyone looks up to Charlotte, but I don’t think she is very 
nice. My Dad says, we all have different talents. 


My name is Safiye, my best friend is Anna. Anna sometimes 


calls me names, but she will often share her lunch with me if I don’t 
have any good stuff. 


She thinks me playing cello is ‘posh’ and pushes her nose up at 
me. She is mostly friendly, but sometimes she hits me. 


I think Anna doesn’t feel good enough about herself and takes it 
out on me. 


I like Anna, but I am a bit scared of her. She is bigger than me. 

I don’t understand why she doesn’t feel good enough. If she is 
jealous of me playing my cello, why doesn’t she get a musical 
instrument? 


She can be nice, but then she can change. 


I don’t think I’m posh! I don’t think she gets on with her mum 
and dad, she never talks about them. 


I think they tell her what to do. 


Hello. My name is Haoyu and my best friend is Rashid. 


Rashid is lucky, when I go to his house, he has everything he 
wants. I don’t know what his dad does, but he must be important. 


He has all the things I would want. 

I like going to Rashid’s house, I get to play on his computer, and 
with the good toys. 

But Rashid sometimes makes mean remarks about my dad, he 


said if he worked harder, I could have the same. 


But my dad works very hard. Rashid always has the latest stuff, 
and he shows off. 


Sometimes he makes me feel rubbish, like I don’t deserve to be 


friends with him, but really, he doesn’t have many friends. 


Some of my other friends call him ‘rich’. I don’t know about 
that, but he is lucky. 


Whenever a new game comes out, you bet he’s got it. Sometimes 
when I go home after being at his house, I feel sad. But I know my 
dad loves me. 


What about you Gabriel? Who is your best friend? 


Well, my best friend is a bit different. He’s not like your friends. 
My best friend always thinks of other people first, he tries to 
understand how they are feeling and tries to understand how things 
are for them. 


He cares about other people and how they feel. And wants to 
help them as much as he can. He knows people have so many 
worries and problems and tries to be someone who can help. 


He loves his father very much, as he is very good. He wants to 
do what he is told, and always obeys. Because his father is fair, and 
he knows he is wise. 


He knows his father only wants the best for him, and even when 
he sometimes can’t understand why his father does things the way 
he does, he trusts him. 


My friend loves everyone, even if they are bad, because he sees 
the good in all people. People are not all bad, they just make 
mistakes, he sees the best in everyone. 


Even if someone has done something bad, my friend will forgive 
them and try and help them, he knows we all make mistakes and 
sometimes regret the things we do. He will always give you another 
chance, he’ll never give up on you. 


My friend has his own way of seeing things and he is committed 
to it, his father says he is right, and he believes him. He always 


see’s the good in things, he’s good at staying positive. 


My friend always talks to his father, because he knows he is 
very wise and very loving. 


He ask’s him everything and anything, nothing is off limits. He 
talks to him honestly, because he is very clever, and would know if 
you were to lie, you can tell his father anything. 


My friend loves the animals, and he always cares about those 
who don’t fit in, those who need a bit more help. Those who are 
often rejected by others because they are different. My friend loves 
them most. 


My friend never gets angry with you, if you make a mistake, and 
you realise and you say sorry and you mean it, he will always be 
there for you, he has lots of patience. 


My friend likes a glass of wine, but he knows his limits and 
never gets too drunk, he never loses his temper with me, he never 
does too much of anything, he has the best self-control. He is very 
sensible. 


Even though my friend never does anything wrong, and he is so 
good and kind, if you compliment him, he just says, I’m not perfect, 
no one is, only my father is perfect. 


Prakash - Wow, your friend sounds nice, what’s his name? 
Gabriel - Well, my friends name is Jesus. 


Kaede - Oh, my father says he doesn’t exist. He say’s people just 
make him up. 


Gabriel - But Kaede, is your father perfect? I bet he is not! My 
friend’s father is perfect. And Jesus is as real to me as this floor I am 
sitting on. You just need a little faith, and trust. 


Jesus lived a long time ago, he was a real man, and he gave us 
his spirit, to help and guide us. If you love Jesus, and have a little 
faith, he’ll be with you all your life, to guide, to strengthen, to care. 


To help you when you feel low. 


All you have to do is keep Jesus in your heart, that’s a good deal 
don’t you think? 


Kaede - I suppose so. But would he really care about me? 


Gabriel - Kaede, he cares about us all. He is all yours, just keep 
on praying. Talk to him whenever you need to. 


